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REHABILITATION/EMPATHY 


by  Lee  Pendergrass 

Rehabilitation  suggests  a  restoring  of  something  or  some- 
body to  a  former  state  or  capacity,  and  a  restoring  to  a  useful 
condition  of  health  or  constructiveness . 

This  definition  leads  one  to  believe  that  a  former  state 
or  capacity  existed.  For  certain  things  and  in  regard  to  some 
people  being  rehabilitated  this  definition  may  be  applied.  But 
it  isn't  applicable  to  all  people  when  considering  the  complex- 
ities of  the  numan  mind  being  rehabilitated;  or  of  the  problems 
existing  due  to  the  reality  that  some  people,  human  states  and 
capacities  aren't  always  developed  equally  in  all  human  beings. 

Our  society  seems  to  be  losing  faith  in  the  effectiveness 
of  rehabilitation,  and  in  the  ability  of  rehabilitators  to  reha- 
bilitate the  human  beings  that  are  dysfunctional  and  who  violate 
rules  or  laws.  This  defeatist  attitude  is  conditioning  our 
society  to  believe  that  some  people  can't  change  or  refuse  to 
change.  But  how  does  a  person  change  if  society  stops  supporting 
the  people  needing  support  and  encouragement .... "It  can't 
happen" . 

When  a  person  breaks  a  rule  or  commits  a  crime  in  our 
society  we  tend  to  look  at  this  last  act  of  the  person,  ignoring 
all  the  crimes  committed  against  that  person  socially  or 
parentally  as  a  child,  We  tend  to  blame  a  person  and  not  forgive 
a  person  for  the  rest  of  his  life  based  on  this  last  act.  We 
place  blame  on  a  person  who  became  dysfunctional  during  childhood 
and  as  a  result  grew  up  lacking  fundamental  skills  and  capacities 
needed  to  be  a  functional  and  productive  human  being.  These 
skills  and  capacities  are  taken  for  granted  by  those  who  were 
lucky  enough  to  have  an  environment  and  childhood  allowing  their 
development.  It's  impossible  to  empathize  with  a  state  of  mind 
if  one  hasn't  felt  or  experienced  that  state  of  mind. 

Society  forgets  the  frustration  experienced  by  a  child 
growing  up,  and  the  psychological  and  emotional  damage  sometimes 
done  tc  a  child  as  a  result,  and  that  is  carried  over  into  adult 
life  affecting  a  persons  ability  to  socially  interact  or  develop 
intimate  relationships.  We  tend  to  place  responsibility  to  a 
great  degree  on  children  and  the  dysfunctional  adult  to  figure 
out  the  social  process.  As  intelligent  adults  we  should  be  aware 
that  this  process  is  an  arduous  and  difficult  task  requiring 
empathy  and  assistance  by  our  social  structure.  We  need  to  become 
aware  that  if  a  person  has  never  experienced  the  elements  of 
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a  healthy  functional  childhood,  the  task  of  becoming  a 
productive  and  functional  social  adult  is  impossible  to  achieve. 

Until  a  person  develops  psychologically  and  socially  he 
will  possess  an  inner  need  to  meet  and  to  understand  unresolved 
childhood  issues  involved  in  the  process  in  growing  up.  As  we 
become  more  socially  involved  in  life  we  become  aware  of  any 
unresolved  issues  we  may  have,  and  then  we  attempt  to  resolve 
these  issues  as  we  acquire  knowledege  and  social  experience. 
Xnowledeg  creates  understanding  and  empathy,  giving  a  person 
the  ability  to  confront  and  resolve  his  problems. 

My  experience  in  the  programs  here  at  M.S. P.,  along  with 

the  many  books  I  have  read  in  the  last  15  years  has  taught  me 
alot  about  myself  and  of  the  social  problems  I  needed  to  confront 
and  deal  with.  My  experience  has  shown  me  that  empathy  was  a 
characteristic  I  lacked  and  needed  to  develop  to  become  a  more 
effective  human  being.  By  learning  and  developing  the  ability 
to  feel  and  use  empathy  I've  discovered  an  essential  quality 
absolutely  needed  by  me  and  by  society,  and  that  is 
underdeveloped  in  society.  Empathy  is  probably  the  most  important 
social  characteristic  needed  by  a  person  to  be  a  part  of  our 
**'  social  structure ....  In  a  sense  empathy  is  like  a  road  map  that 
helps  guide  a  person  through  the  maze  of  social  interaction 
that  confronts  a  person.  Empathy  is  a  key  characteristic  which 
unlocks  all  the  doors  of  the  psychological  and  social  situations 
humans  encounter  in  their  lives.  It's  a  characteristic  that 
must  be  shared  by  all  in  our  society  and  allowed  to  develop 
in  the  socially  dysfunctional.  Empathy  is  a  quality  lacking 
in  our  society ... .Without  it  a  person  isn't  able  to  function 
in  a  socially  responsive  manner  with  others. 

Because  of  lack  of  empathy  in  our  world  we  don't  always 
share  reality  in  the  same  way  with  others.  As  a  result  alot 
of  us  end  up  viewing  life  and  dealing  with  life  in  ways  that 
are  dependent  on  personal  experience.  This  makes  it  impossible 
for  some  of  us  to  truely  appreciate  another  persons  past  or 
present  experiences.  Societies  underdevelopment  of  empathy  is 
experienced  by  us  all  and  evidenced  by  the  problems  each  of 
us  experience  interacting  intimately  with  ourselves  and  with 
each  other.  This  inability  to  truely  empathize  and  share  directly 
and  indirectly  affects  each  of  us,  adult  and  child,  no  one  in 
our  society  escapes  untouched  or  unaffected. 

Taking  for  granted  that  a  dysfunctional  person  possesses 
this  human  characteristic  as  equally  as  someone  else  is  like 
expecting  an  infant  to  naturally  possess  this  characteristic 
and  the  needed  character  to  function  normally  without  mirroring 
and  modeling  from  empathetic  people  to  learn  from.  Social  charac- 
ter develops  as  we  experience  the  characteristics  of  the  people 
around  us.  If  people  and  society  are  empathetic  an  compassionate 
a  person  is  able  to  experience  this  important  part  of  character, 
if  not  then  humans  lose  this  very  important  part  of  character. 
Empathy  must  be  honestly  seen  and  experienced  as  a  characteristic 
in  others  for  it  to  develop  to  its  highest  degree  in  each  of 
us . 
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COMMENTARY 


Canary  Song  1984 

Phil    fendacino 

He  stood  and  listened.  A 
dark  blue-green  mist 

surrounded  him  like  a  fog. 
Far  off  through  the  mist  he 
could  see  a  diamond  that  he 
knew  was  the  sun.  A  light 
breath  of  voices  touched  his 
ears.  Voices:  men,  women 
children,  and  the  raspy 
sounds  of  the  old  people  The 
words  were  from  the 
Cheyenne,  the  Sioux, 
Mandan,  Arikira.  Crow,  Nez 
Perce.  Wasco,  Cherokee,  and 
from  other  tongues  he  could 
not  recognize. 
He  stood  still,  breathing  through  his  nose  the  clear,  fresh, 
cusp  air  deep  within  his  body.  He  still  saw  no  one  nor 
anything  except  the  sun  which  seemed  to  get  brighter  and 
brighter.  As  the  day  grew  lighter,  he  looked  around  him,  and 
he  could  see  mountains  in  the  far  distance.  Close  by,  he  saw 
vines  on  jungle  trees  with  leaves  in  every  color  of  green.  On 
the  ground  he  saw  flowers  in  every  color  of  beautiful.  Yellow, 
orange,  red.  purple,  and  blues  of  every  shade. 

The  voices  in  the  background  were  still  a  murmur,  but  he 
knew  the  voices  were  the  voices  of  his  people.  They  were  the 
voices  of  the  Panthers,  the  Snow  Leopards.  Bears,  Wolves, 
Squirrels.  Chipmunks,  and  Rabbits.    Rabbit. 

From  where  he  stood  he  looked  down  and  saw  the  world  of 
the  Insect  people.  He  could  see  the  young  ones  dancing, 
tumbling,  and  the  old  ones  working,  weaving  and  building.  He 
heard  them  telling  of  Insect  dreams  on  wings. 

A  magpie  landed  next  to  him;  he  nodded  a  greeting,  then 
closed  his  eyes.  He  wanted  to  sing  an  ancient  song  that  came 
to  him.  It  was  a  song  that  had  been  taught  to  him  by  his 
grandmother  while  they  had  been  gathering  autumn  berries  in 
the  mountains:  chokecherries  and  huckleberries.  His 
grandmother  had  told  him  that  the  words  were  from  the 
beginning  of  the  life  of  their  tribe.  With  his  eyes  still  closed,  he 
smiled  as  his  grandmother  came  back  to  him  and  touched  his 
cheek.  He  began  to  sing  in  a  soft,  clear,  mellowsweet,  and 
proud  voice.  Life  smiled  as  he  sang  the  Chokecherry  Picking 
Song.  He  smiled  as  he  finished.  Slowly  opening  his  eyes,  he 
screamed  at  the  sight  of  a  city  sidewalk  and  a  street  full  of 
buses  and  cars.  Death  smiled.  The  following  morning  he  was 
wrapped  in  the  classified  ads  of  a  daily  newspaper  and  thrown 
away. 


And  so  starts  my  narrative  and  descriptive  writing  to  you 
from  a  poem  that  I  wrote  ten  years  ago.  You  ask  me  to  write  an 
update  since  our  last  voice  exchange.  Voices.  It  seems  that 
it's  all  we  do.  We  exchange  words.  Sometimes,  words  as  soft 
as  a  butterfly's  wing,  and  sometimes,  words  deadly  as  napalm. 
I  wish  that  I  had  the  words  that  would  describe  for  you  what 
happened  and  what  is  still  happening  to  me  because  of  a  voice. 
1  guess  that  one  could  dismiss  it  as  simply  a  three-year-old 
summer  love,  but  then  it  is  so  much  more.  So  much  more  than 
mere  English  words  could  ever  describe.  So  what  can  I  tell 
you?  I  could  say  listen  to  the  voices,  but  that  would  give  it  all 
away.  Some  voices  go  together.  And  when  two  voices  make 
love,  they  create  other  voices.  The  voice  of  a  woman  so 
beautiful  and  the  voice  of  a  man  so  damaged  by  war.  A 
revolutionary's  war  against  the  government  that  has  lasted  501 
years.  The  voice  of  imprisoned  freedom.  The  voice  of 
butterflies  crying.  My  18  years  in  prison  has  been  but  a 
moment.  I  could  ask,  did  you  hear  about  the  Indians  in 
Mexico  being  killed  by  the  government?  They  were  Mayans, 
you  know.  So  much  has  rw*  happened  since  we  last  spoke,  yet 
so  much  has.  Like  the  voices  of  a  man  and  a  woman  taking 
time  from  the  war  to  share  with  each  other  without  words. 
Like  the  birth  of  a  spiritual  and  "majikaT  child,  emotion  for 
future  voices  to  learn  from. 

Like  the  canary  who  could  hear  the  voices  of  his  people  and 
sings  the  memory  of  his  grandmother,  I  sometimes  look 
towards  the  past,  foolishly  wishing  that,  "If  you  can't  stay,  you 
need  not  go."  But  time  goes  on,  and  with  each  passing 
moment,  we  learn,  and  we  love.  No  matter  how  old  we  get  nor 
who  and  where  we  are,  voices  can  sometimes  play  a  cosmic 
joke  on  us.   Be  careful  what  vou  say. 
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GHOSTS,  GOBLINS  AND  VISITORS  HELP 
CELEBRATE  HALLOWEEN  ON  THE  HI-SIDE 
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TO  FRENCHY 

These  are  my  wishes,  my  dreams  and  sorrows. 
These  are  the  faces  I  see  everyday. 
To  change  a  wrong  to  make  a  right. 
Composier  and  poise  to  see  the  light. 

My  friend  or  enemy  died  just  the  same. 
He  was  good  to  me,  he  made  me  believe. 
You  can  not  mix  the  blood  of  the  ones  we  love. 
You  can  not  see  through  the  solid,  the  needy,  the 
compassionate . 

We  moved  in  slow  motion  through  his  eyes. 
He  did  a  crime  and  did  the  ride. 
I  respect  him  for  all  he  was  worth. 
If  he  wanted,  I  would  give  him  my  shirt. 

Please  look  over  our  friend,  our  love  and  prayers 

we  send  to  you. 

He  meant  to  us  and  will  always  be  in  our  thoughts 
.  for  many  years. 
' Now  I  must  go  to  pay  my  respect  and  shed  my  tears. 

To  our  good  Brother,   Frenchy;  Take  care  and  spread 
your  wings  in  Heaven  and  look  after  us  all. 

(Written  by, Michael  Smith) 


"CNF.  CF  THE  FEW  DOG  SOUIERS" 

Native  poem  and  brothers  alikel 
Suicide  warriors  "Songs"  of  the  Dog iSjto 
society...  this  is  a  spiritual  warriors  heart  song 
for  all  the  brothers  alike  here  in  no  man  s  land, 
wneneter  my  friends  are  afraid  I  will  be  the  one  to 
mSe^?  eLy  -  f or  my  fighting  warriors,  my  friends 
only  stones  stay  on,  earth  forever  use  your  test 
ability,  I  am  afraid  of  the  old  man's  teeth,  I  will 
go  either  way,  it  is  tetter  for  a  warrior  tote  killed 
in  his  prime  years  going  through  enemy  "«*J*2 
for  him  to  become  an  old  man  whose  teeth  loosened 
and  fell  out...  remember  this  song  In  JOB  suicide 
warriors  hearts,  natural  cowards  die  naturally,  names 
are^forgoSTif    you   die    standing,    fighting    it   was 

if  you  lose  the  fight  remember  this  to,  great  things 
in  your  next  fight,  suicide  warriors,  we  as  a  nation 
are^ot  alone  in  this  battle,  soldier  girls  are  always 
ready  for  a  good  fight,  in  victorious  songs  as  for 
the  old  men  and  children,  they  will  atays  te  « 
strength,  in  time  of  weakness,  suicide  ««**■ 
society,  it's  time  to  come  as  one,  under  the  great 
sun  to  honor  our  great  history  once  again,  but  not 
fTvaTn,  lets  not  let  our  history  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  living  cowards,  present  and  future  generations 
of  the  suicide  warriors  society  arise  in  peace, 
written,  anxious  to  win  a  good  war  reoordl 

THE  END 
(Composed  by;  Percy  Morrison) 


"SWEET  MEDICINE" 

Let's  all  not  walk  behind  or  walk  in  front  of 
each  ^er;  but  on  the  red  path,  walk  beside  each 
other,  die  for  each  other  in  a  v^y  sacred  way 

"Nature"   For  us  to  do,   is  heal  life,   not  destroy 

mother  earths  beauty.  ., 

Brother's,    our  ancestors   died   for  us   cause   tney 

<?o  loved  the  world  and  our  lives. 

Keep  us  from  the  white  man's  ways  and  corrupted 
natur^  "Give  us  this  day  and  let  us  not  corrupt 
ourselve^y^re^eviWy..  ^^  ^  ^^ 

in  weakness  and  stand  as  one. 

(Percy  Morrison) 


Tear  for  Otsu 

Single  white  rose, 
glistening  tear 
upon  the  leaf, 
standing  among 
the  red  stones 
tear 

wretching  my  face. 
Soon, 
the  rose 
fades  away 
as 

you  and  I 
will 

fade  away 
and  all 
that 

will  be  left 
will  be 
the  red  stones 
(by  Doriel  Sorlokken) 
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PROMISES  OF  BEGINNING 

by  Todd  LaVanway 

Pink  Floyd  playing 

On  some  forgotten  stereo, 
Telling  me  maybe  I  should  turn  in  my  time 

For  what  it  is  I  look  at 

Do  that  which  deceive  my  mind. 
What  really  is  it 

This  vast  emptiness  I  call  life 
Can  you  tell  me  my  parents 

It  was  you  whom  have  brought  me  here. 

For  now  it  has  come, 

The  time  to  see 
Darkness  was  that  which  sheltered 

But  light  hath  lately  entered 
And  shattered  the  illusions 

To  show  me  a  world 

Long  grown  cold 
From  the  promises  of  beginning. 

HOUSE  OF  MANY  TEARS 

Steel  doors  clang 
Echoing  through  the  mind 

A  key  is  turned 
Then  nothing... 

Lock'em  down 
Cries  from  the  outside 

Hastens  thier  sadness 
Then  anger... 

Shuffling  without  destiny 
Where  to  go  from  here 

In  this  house  of  many  tears 
Then  sorrow... 

Sadness  abounds  here 
A  feeble  light  glows 

Hardened  hearts;  yet  sorrowful 
Then  tears... 

Tears  fall  to  the  floor 
Shed  in  despair 

Who's  to  judge  who's  fate 
Then  falseness... 

A  key  turned 
Locked  up  as  an  animal 

House  of  many  tears 
Then  sadness... 
(By:  Leslie  Lunstad) 


Introspection 

And  surely  as  your  youth  fades  this 

life  is  transitory, 
and  as  certain  as  I  have  walked  in 

ignorance  seeking  wisdom. . . 
realization  dawns... 

That  eccentric  passions  no  longer 
confuse  me,  and  sensual  whims  cannot 

hinder  me, 
For  I  long  to  escape  from  desire  which 

has  led  me  to  grasp  at  things  that  cannot 
be  possessed, 

For  everything  is  imperminent  and 
subjective  independance  of  things  is 

a  friend  of  a  fool; 
As  I  cultivate  the  divinity  within 

me  so  my  motives  will  be  true, 
I  still  must  respect  the  law  of  opposites 

which  are  so  misunderstood; 
And  I  wonder  about  the  relativity  of 
moral  doctrines  for  they  are  only  idealistic, 

and  I  wonder  about  the  will  of  intention 
as  it  relates  to  the  fabric  of  intuition, 

And  I  wonder  why  a  person  of  strength  may 
conquer  the  fears  of  death,  pain,  and  solitude, 

yet  still  be  afraid  of  love... 
but  answers  to  such  questions  will  never  be 
given  because  life  is  so  fleeting  that  no 
one  has  ever  had  enough  time  to  solve  such 

an  equation . . . 

-Kevin  Murphy- 
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SANTA  CLAUS  IS  VERY  POPULAR 
AT  THE  LO-SIDE  3MAS  PARTY 


GIRLS  AT  WORD  PROCESSING 
IN  HALLOWEEN  GARBB 


ABOVE,  BUREAU  WARDEN  MIKE  MAHONEY 
AT  RIGHT,  AND  FOOD  SERVICE 
DIRECTOR  BOB  WILLIAMS,  PASS  OUT 
GOODIES  AT  CHRISTMAS  BRUNCH. 
AT  LEFT,  TURKEY  AND  TRIMMINGS  AT 
CHRISTMS  TIME. 
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ALL  IN  THE 

FAMILY 

CHRISTMAS    TIME    ON    THE    LO-SIDE 
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LO-SIDE  KITCHEN  CREW,  RED  HATS  AND  DINING  ROOM  OFFICER 


NEW  YEAR'S  HOLIDAY  BRUNCH  AND  DINNER 
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FRIED  EGGS,  BACON,  STEAK,  CORN-ON-THE-COB 
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CANTEEN  AND  WAREHOUSE  CREWS  AT  THEIR  CHORES 


ORDERS   AND 
MDRE   ORDERS 
TO  FILL 
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Commentary 
A  conversation  with  Billy  Hoyle 

Fetal  depression  (referring  to  the  unborn  fetus)  is  a  fascinating 
subject.  The  psychologists  inside  and  outside  this  prison  claim  that 
criminal  behavior  may  be  traced  to,  among  other  things,  your  being 
depressed  in  the  womb,  although  they  have  not  one  shred  of  evidence  by 
scientific  study  to  back  up  their  preposterous  claim. 

They  say  we're  "victim's,"  And  as  you  know  a  victim  does  not  have 
to  claim  responsibility  for  his  actions.  You  could  apply  "victimization" 
to  the  famous  story  of  George  Washington  chopping  down  the  cherry  tree. 
Why  did  he  do  it?  "FETAL  DEPRESSION,"  replied  George  "I  couldn't  help 
it".  What  if  this  prison  wakes  up  tomorrow  to  the  greatest  medical 
breakthrough  in  history?  A  psychologist  in  Switzerland  announces  to  an 
amazed  human  race  the  very  first  interview  with  an  unborn  baby.  The 
psychologist's  name  is  Dr.  Barry  Fetalman,  and  he  put  his  earth  shaking 
interview  on  tape.  Here  it  is  : 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "Hello  folks,  I'm  Dr.  Barry  Fetalman,  I  went  to  school 
for  six  long  months  to  become  a  clinical  psychologist.  They  sent  my  diploma 
in  a  box  of  Cracker  Jacks.  I've  made  a  mind  boggling  discovery  and  I  want 
to  share  it  with  you.  I  don't  want  get  famous  over  this,  or  see  my  pictures 
in  the  news  papers.  The  only  thing  I  care  about  is  a  truck  load  of  money, 
I  don't  ask  for  much. 

I  thank  the  brilliant  scientists  of  Geneva,  Switzerland  for  inventing 

a  special  microphone  to  interview  our  subject,  an  unborn  human  being. 

-  Somehow  folks,  they  threaded  a  tiny  microphone  into  the  babies  place  of 

residence  to  talk  to  the  little  feller...  well,  on  second  thought  he  might 

'  not  be  a  feller. 

"Hello  in  there!  Can  you  hear  me?....  Hello,  this  is  Dr.  Barry 
Fetalman!  If  you  can  hear  me  tap  on  the  window  or  something.  .  .Hello,  this 
is  —  " 

Baby:  "Push  the  green  button." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "push  the  who?" 

Baby:  "Push  the  green  button  when  you  talk." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "You  mean  this  navel-looking  thing?" 

Baby:  That's  it,  I  can  hear  you  fine." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  I  hear  you're  going  to  be  born  in  just  a  few  days." 

Baby:  "No,  I  think  I'll  wait  and  discharge  out  of  here  in  1999." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "How  do  you  pass  the  time  in  there?" 

Baby:  "I  play  ping-pong  with  the  kids  down  the  street." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "This  is  an  exciting  day!  Thanks  to  the  genius  of  man, 
this  is  the  first  time  anyone  has  ever  interviewed  a  baby  in  his  mother's 
womb.  Let's  see  if  God  can  top  that!...  Now  then,  what's  your  name?" 

Baby:  "Billy  Hoyle." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "As  an  unborn  child,  you  are  the  most  qualified  expert 
in  the  world  on  fetal  depression.  Are  you  depressed,  Billy  Hoyle?" 

Billy  Hoyle:  "Kangaroos  don't  get  depressed." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "So  you  think  your  a  kangaroo.  Hmmm,  A  severe  case 
of  schizophrenia  with  delayed  paranoid  tendencies,  complicated  by  stress 
and  low  self-esteem,  hatred  for  your  mother  because  she  denied  your 
nurturing  needs,  plus  you've  never  forgiven  your  father  for  playing  a 
saxophone  in  a  jazz  band." 

Billy  Hoyle:  "Not  so  fast,  your  a  kangaroo  too." 

Dr.  Fetalman:  "So,  I  think  I'm  a  kangaroo.  Hmmm,  A  severe  case  of 
schizophrenia  with  delayed  paranoid  tendencies,  complicated  by  stress 
and  low  self-esteem,  hatred  for' my  mother  because  she  denied  my  nurturing 
needs,  plus  I've  never  forgiven  my  father  for  playing  a  saxophone  in  a 
jazz  band. (by  Michael  Ross)Max  j 
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Outdoormens  Take  Note 

Letter  from  the  Bastille  -  For  short-time  prisoners  who  may  want 
to  spend  some  time  in  the  mountains  and  who  may  not  be  familiar  with 
such  things  I  offer  the  following  suggestions. 

A  tarpaulin  (tarp)  is  infinitely  more  versatile  than  a  tent,  and 
much  cheaper.  Even  without  considering  the  price,  it's  much  better. 
Lightweight  nylon,  covered  with  vinyl  is  best,  and  would  weigh  only  two 
or  three  pounds.  8'x  11  '  is  a  good  size.  If  you  can't  buy  the  size 
you  want  in  one  piece  you  can  make  it  yourself  by  fastening  two  or  more 
strips  of  material  together  and  then  waterproofing  the  seams.  Halfway 
down  the  eleven  feet  length  (5^'),  sew  a  tie  hole  onto  each  side,  with 
an  eighth  inch  diameter  nylon  cord  about  three  or  four  feet  long  fastened 
to  each  one.  These  will  be  for  tying,  on  each  side,  to  branches,  trees, 
or  whatever,  to  form  the  peak  (top)  of  a  ipup  tent,  with  the  four  corners 
tied  to  something  on  the  ground  -  with  the  same  type  of  tie  holes  and 
cords. 

Tents  are  limited  to  relatively  flat  places  with  plenty  of  space 
whereas  a  tarp  can  be  thrown  over  a  tree  branch  or  a  bush  -  making 
a  quick  shelter  in  times  of  fast  approaching  storms  -  and  it  can  be  put 
across  the  branch  of  a  tree  even  on  a  side  hill.  Later,  you  can  level 
off  a  place  under  it  where  you  can  sleep  and  make  a  place  on  the  side 
to  build  a  fire.  You  can  also  arrange  a  tarp  high  enough  over  your 
sleeping  bag  so  that  air  will  circulate  but  low  enough  that  rain  or  snow 
will  not  blow  in  (if  you're  not  surrounded  by  sheltering  trees).  A 
pyramid  type  tent,  which  will  keep  anything  from  blowing  inside,  can 
be  made  bv  fastening  the  four  corners  low  to  the  ground  and  using  a  strong 
stick  for  a  center  pole,  making  it  long  enough  to  provide  enough  room 
to  sit  up  inside.  Round  the  end  of  the  stick  so  that  it  doesn't  cut 
the  fabric,  and/or  place  a  folded  piece  of  material  or  something  between 
the  places  of  contact. 

Under  dependable  circumstances  a  tarp  can  be  put  up  quite  high, 
at  an  angle,  or  down  to  the  ground,  so  it  works  as  a  wind-break  type 
shelter  that  would  even  allow  you  to  stand  fully  erect.  If  you  use 
material  that  is  not  waterproof  but  just  repels  water  you  can't  have 
anything  in  contact  with  it  on  the  inside.  (Don  Nichols,  CU  III) 
******************************************^ 


*****  *****  *********  ************************^******^^^ 

GED   GRADS 

Education  Director  Jack  Powers  has  announced 
that  the  following  men  have  passed  their  GED  tests 
for  certification:  Phillip  Baily,  Graham  Beetam,  Chad 
Miller,  Russell  Moddison,  Mark  Preuss,  William  Ries, 
Michael  Schiffer,  Tony  Scollick,  Grady  Smith,  Issac 
Plentyhoops  and  Marty  OtherBull. 

(  Our  Congratulation,  Larry  Douglas,  Staff  ) 
******************^*********************^ 
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SISTER  ACT  AT  MSAP.  Cheryl  Coughlin 
and  Linda  Moodry,  Administrative 
Assistants . 


JOHN 


JOMTrq 


A  MASTER  CRAFTSMAN  AT  THE 
BAKERY  BUSINESS  AND  A  LONG 
TIME  SUPERVISOR  AT  M.S. P. 
IS  RETIRING.  BEST  WISHES 
FROM  THE  POPULATION. 


1ST  SEASON  LO-SIDE  BASKETBALL  CHAMPS 


LO-SIDE  VISITING 
ROOM  CLERK,  LARRY- 
GARLAND  . 


LO-SIDE  BARBER 
SCOTT  MULLEN 


PAGE  19 


fWB  »S9  SCEWE 


SURGICAL   GOWNS    PERSONNEL   AT  WORK 


MAINTENANCE   MEN  MAINTAINING 
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Volunteer  Staff 

Veterans James  Warren 

Chapel Bob  Fries 

Education Jerry  Forsyth 

Prayer  Warriors .. .Barry  Beach 

Legal  Writer Dan  Arledge 

Sports  Lo-Side Kevin  Hood 

College Phil  Mendacino 

Print  Shop 

Pressman Bob  Meyer 

Pressman Jim  Godfrey 

Bindery Jack  Campbell 

Bindery Larry  Hollowpeter 

Supervisor Dave  Foster 

STAFF 

Clark  Johnson Reporter 

Tan  Stef f es Reporter 

Larry  Douglas Reporter 

Shannon  Thompson. . .WCS  Reporter 

J.  Alveraz WCS  Reporter 

Bill  Leininger Editor,   Bus.  Mgr. 
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Department    of    the    Montana    State    Prison. 
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necessarily  those  of  the  Administration, 
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population,  and  should  be  considered 
solely  the  opinions  of  the  authors 
unless  otherwise  specified.  All  copy 
is  reviewed  by  the  Editorial  Board, 
Advisors  and  Editor 
necessary.  Copy  may 
credit  is  given  to 
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and  edited  when 
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